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Granet looked up curiously.
"What is her age, I wonder?"
"Between sixty and sixty-five, I should say/*
Spenser speculated.
"A great deal older, I believe/* Jane said. "But
does it really matter?"
"Not much," Spenser admitted. "She has as
much energy, at any rate, as any one of us. Per-
haps she has gone back to her gambling again."
"I trust not," the lawyer said.
Jane opened a drawer of her desk and produced a
card, a shrivelled-up ancient affair. Spenser leaned
over and took it from her eagerly.
"It's an old roulette card!" he exclaimed.
"Twenty years old, at least, I should say, by the
look of it."
The card was passed round. There were some
hieroglyphics in the left-hand corner.
"Roulette was her favourite game," Spenser
went on.
"It takes money to play roulette," Jane reminded
them.
"A great deal of money," Clunderson put in.
"The Casino," Spenser suggested, "is the easiest
place in the world to cash a cheque."
"The roulette might be a hint for Suresne, at any
rate," Clunderson observed. "In nearly every one
of the famous cases of disappearance which I re-
member, the lost person, if ever found, has been
discovered because he or she returned to some form
of pursuit or hobby which had at one time filled a
place in his daily life."